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" Pray, is the battle lost ? " Mary asked with colorless cheeks.
" No, Madame, no," cried Douglas, " not yet, thank God! but we made a bad beginning through being over-hasty."
" And what of William ? " said Mary.
" He is now having his first taste of war, for, unless I am much mistaken, he ought now to be at the very spot where those arquebusiers are firing so rapidly."
" Poor child!" said the Queen," I shall never forgive myself if aught befall him."
" Alas! Madame," replied Douglas, " I greatly fear that his first battle is destined to be his last, and that it is all over with him, for I am much deceived if this is not his horse returning without a rider."
" O my God! my God!" said the Queen, raising her arms to heaven, while the tears streamed from her eyes; " is it written that I bring death to all who love me ? "
George was not in error; it was William's horse, riderless and covered with blood.
" Madame," said Douglas," we are badly placed here; " let us ride to the top of yonder eminence, to Crookstane Castle; from there we can see the whole field of battle."
"No, not there! not there I" almost shrieked the Queen; " in that castle I passed the first days of my honeymoon with Darnley; it would bring me ill-fortune."
" Very well; under yonder yew, then," said George, pointing to another hill near the first; " it is important that we should lose no detail of the engagement. Your Majesty's fate may, perhaps, depend on an ill-judged manoeuvre or a lost opportunity."
" Take me there," said the Queen; " for I can no